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The firfi Tart of Henry the Six*. 


MmQuartus. ScenaTrima. 


Enter King, Gloccfter^Wtnchefter^Yorke, Suffolk*, Somer- 
fet, Warwick?, Talbot. and Governor Exeter, 
Glo. Lord Bifhop let the Crowne vpon his head. 
Win. God faue King Henry of chat name the fixt. 
Glo. Now Goucrnour of Paris take your oath, 
That you ele& no other King but him; 
Efteeme none Friends, but fuch as are his Friends, 
And none your Foes, but Cuch as {hall pretend 
Malicious pracTifes againft his State : 
This (hall ye do, fo helpc you righteous God. 

Enter Falflajfe. 
Fal. My gracious Soueraigne,as I rode from Caiice, 
Tohaftcvnto your Coronation: ^ 
A Letter was deliucr'd to my hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from th'Duke of Burgundy. 

TaL Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee : 
I vow'd ( bafe Knight) when I did mcetc thenext, 
To tearc the Garter from thy Crauens leggc, 
Which I hauc done, becaufe (vnworthily) 
Theu was'c inftalled in that High Degree. 
Pardon me Princely Henry, and the reft : 
This Daftard,at the battcil ofPoicliers, 
When (but in all) I was fixe thoufand ftrong^ 
And that the French were almoft ten to one, 
Before we met, or that a ftrokc was giucn, 
Like to a truftjc Squire, did run away. 
In which aflault, we loft tweluc hundred men. 
My felfc, and diuers Gentlemen befide, 
Were thete furprixd, and taken prifoners. 
Then iudge (great Lords) if I hauc done amiflFe : 
Or whether that fuch Cowards ought to wearc 
This Ornament of Knighthood, ye3 or no i 

Glo. To fay the truth, this facl was infamous, 
And ill befeeming any common man ; 
Much more a Knight, a Captaine, and a Leader. 

TaL When firft this Order was ordain'd my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth ; 
Valiant, and Vertuous, full of baoghtie Courage, 
Such as were growne to credit by the W3rrcs : 
Not fearing Death, nor fhrinkirg for Diftreffe,, 
!Sut al wayes refolute, in mo ft extreames. 
-Ie then, that is not furmfo'd in this fort, 
Doth but vfurpe the Sacred name of Knight, 
~rophaning this moft Honourable Order, 
And (hould (if I were worthy to be Iudge) 
! Je quite degraded, likea Hedge-borne Swaine, 
^hat dothprefume to boaft of Gentle blood. 

K. Stainc to thy Countrymen, thou hear'ft thy doom 
e packing therefore, thou that was't a knight s 
Henceforth we banifh thee on psine of death. 
And now Lord Protestor, view the Letter 
Sent from our Vnckle Duke of Burgundy. 

Clo. What meanes hisGrace, that he hath chaung'd 
his Stile ? 

No more but plaine and bluntly ? (To the King!) 
Hath he forgot he is his Soueraigne ? 
Or doth this churlifn Superscription 
Pretend fome alteration in good will ? 
What's heere ? / hane vpon efpeciall caufc t 
tJbfoH'd with compaffion of my Countries wracfa 
Together with the pittifull eomplaints 
Qffueh asyonrepprejfion feedes vpon, 


Forfokenyour pernitievs TaSli^ 
■And ioyn'd with Charles, the right f*U kin* rf* 

0 monflrous Treachery : Can this 
That in alliance, amity, and oathes 
There {hould be found fuch falfe diflemhl;, 

King. What? doth my Vnckle Bur e !nd? g * ile ? 
Gh. He doth my Lord, *od is become veT^ ? 
King. Isthat the worft this Letter doth ° e ' 
Glo. It is the worft, and all (my LorHU C ° ntain ^ 
King.Why then Lord Talbot there fhj ,7,^ 
Andgiue him chafticement for this abufe 
How fay you (my Lord) are you not content* 
Tal. Content, my Liege? Yes: But M a 

1 fhould haue begg'd I might haue bene ? cmXf ! ? ente< 

King. Then gather ftrcngth, and march \Tl 
ftraight: vnt °nim 

Let him percciuc how ill we brooke his Tre f 
And what offence it is to flout his Friends ' 

TaL IgomyLord,inheartdefirinoft:{| 
You may behold cenfufion of your foes. 

8 nter Vernon and TZtJfit. 


Ver Grain me the Combate, gracious Sou 
Baj. 1 
Yorke, 


-Baf. And me (my Lord)grant mVthe Co!" ^ 


This is my Scruant, heare '\A^h^ 
Sow. And this is mine (fweet Henry) fauourh 
King. Bepatient Lords, and giue them Icauetl? i 
Say Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaime 
And wherefore craue you Combate ? Or with A 
Ver. With him (my Lord) for he hath donele* 
Baf. And I with him, for he hath done me ZT % 
King. What is that wrong,wherofy ou both coll, 
Firft let me know, and then He anfwer you. P *" 

-Baf. Crofting the Sea, from England into France 
This Fellow heere with enuious carping tongue 
Vpbraided me about the Rofe I wcare * ■ 
Saying, the fanguine colour of the Leaues 
Did reprefent my Maftcrs bluihing chcekes : 
When ftubbornly he did repugne the truth " 
j About a certaine que flion in the Law, 
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of Yorke, and hinu 
With other vile and ignominious tearmes. 
In confutation of which rude reproach, 
And in defence of my Lords worthineffe, 
I craue the benefit of La w of Armes. 

Ver. And that is my petition (Noble Lord:) 
For though he fee me with forged queint coticeite 
To fet a giofle vpon his bold intent, 
Yet knowf my Lord) I was prouok'd by him, 
And he firft tookc exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing that the palenefle of this Flower, 
Bewray 'd the faintnefTe of my Maftcrs heart. 
Torke. Will not this malice Somerfet be left? 
Som 3 Your priuate grudge my Lord of York,wil out, 
Though ne're fo cunningly you fmoiher it. 

King. Good Lord, what rrudneffe rules inbrainc- 
fickemen, 
When for fo flighr and friuolous a caufe, 
Such factious emulations fhall arife ? 
Good Cofins both of Yorke and Somcrfer, 
Quiet your fclues (I pray) and be at peace, 

Torke. Let this diffention firft be tried by fight, 
And then your Highneffe fhall command a Peace. 

Sent. The quarrell toucheth none but vs alone, 
Betwixt our fclues let vs decide it then. 

Torke. There is my pledge, accept it Somerfet, 
Ver. Nay. let it reft where it began at firft. 
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in 


^Tf^^^Oj mir * honourable Lord. 9 
If SSI it fo Confounded beyour ftrife, 
And pcrilh yc with your audacious prate 
Kmpcuous vaflals, are you not aftam d 
P .r hThis itnmodeft clamorous outrage, 
T 2ibIeSd diflurbc d>e King 9 .nd V. r 

aZu mv Lords, me thinkes you do not well 
And you my ^ y A; . nc . 


f fc with their peruerfe Obieaions : 

M ch lefife t0 takc occafion from rhcir monih 
tnr'aifc a mutiny betwixt your fclues* 

t me nerfwade you takc a better courfe. 

Extt! h g rccucs hU Hi S hnefrc > 
C odmy Lords, be Friends. 

K Come hither you that would be Combatants : 
Henceforth I charge you, as you loue our fauour, 
Ouite to forget this Quarrell, and the caufe. 
A^you my Lords : Remember where we axe, 
In France, amongft a fickle wauering Nation : 
If-hcypcrccyuc diffention in our lookes, 
And that within our felucs wedifagrce; 
How will their grudging ftomackes beprouok'd 
r 0 wiifull Difobedicnce, and Rebell ? 
Befide, What infamy will there arife, 
When Forraigne Princes QistU be certified, 
That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 
K n] a Henries Peeres, and cheefe Nobility, 
Dcftroy'd themfelues, and loft the Realme of France f 
Oh tbinke vpon the Cenqueft of my Father, 
(viv tender yeares, and let vs not forgoe 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 
Let me be Vmper in this doubtfull ftrife : 
I fee no reafon if J wcare this Rofe, 
That anv one fhould therefore be fufpitious 
I more incline to Somerfet, than Yorke : 
Both are my kinfmen, and I loue them both. 
As well they may vpbrayM me with my Crowne, 
Becaufe (forfooth J the King of Scots is Crown'd. 
Butyour discretions better can perfwadc ; 
Then I am able to inftru<ft or teach : 
And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 
So let v* (till continue peace, and loue. 
Colin of Yorke, we inftitutc your Grace 
To be our Regent in thefe parts of France : 
And good my Lord of Somerfet, ynite 
Your Trpopes of horfemen, with his B*nds of foote, 
And like true Subie£b, Tonnes of your Progenitors^ 
Gocheerefully together, and digeft 
Your angry Choller on your Enemies. 
OurSelfe, my Lord Protector, and the reft, 
After fome refpit, will returne toCalice ; 
From thence to England, where I hope ere long 
Tobeprcfented by your Victories, 
With Charles, AUnfon, and that Traitcrous rout. 

Sxemt . CManet Yorke JVarmc^lxctcrJVernon. 
Way. My Lord of Yorke, I promife you the King 
Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator.) 

Torke. And fo he did, but yet I like it not, 
In that he weares the badge of Somerfet, 

Wxr. Tuft), that was bur his fancie, blame him not, 
Idare prefume (fweet Prince) he thought no harme. 

Tor{. And ifl with he did. But let it reft, 
Otheraffayres muft now be managed. Ixeunt. 
Fhtrifh. Manet Sxeter. 
fiwf.Wclldidftthou Kichard to fupprefle thy voice : 
™ had ch c paffions of thy heart bur ft out, 
tearc we fhould haue feenc deciphered there 


Mjrcrrancoious fpighr, more furious raging broyles, 

Then yet can be imagin'd or fuppos'd : 

But howfoere, no fimple man that lees 

This iarring difcord of Nobilitie, 

This ftiouldering of each other in the Court, 

This factious bandying oftheir Fauourites, 

But that it doth prefage fome ill euenr. 

*Tis much, when Scepters arc in Childrcns hands : 

But more, when Enuy breeds vnkinde deuifion, 

There comes the ruine, there begins confufion. Exit. 

Enter Talbot with T ^umpe and DrHmme> 
before BHrdeattx. 

Talb. Go to the Gates of Burdeaux Trumpeter, 
Summon their Generall vnto the Wall, Sounds* 

Enter (jeneraH aloft. 
Engltfli lohnTalbot (Captaincy) call you forth, 
Seruant in Armes to Harry King of England, 
And thus he wou/d. Open your Citie Gates, 
Be humble to vs, call my Soueraigne yours, 
And do him homage as obedient Subiedts, 
i And lie withdraw me, and my bloody power. 
But ifyou frowne vpon this prorTer'd Peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 
Leane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire, 
Who in a moment, eeuen with the earth, 
Shall lay your ftately, and ayre-brauing Towers, 
Ifyou forfake the offer of their leuc. 

Cap. Thou ominous and fearefull Owle of death, 
Our Nations terror, and their bloody fcourge, 
The period of thy Tyranny approacheth, 
On vs thou canft not enter but by death : 
For I proteft we are well fortified, 
And ftrong enough to iflue out and fight. 
If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed, 
Stands with the fnares of Warre to tangle thee. 
On either hand thee, there are fquadrons pitcht, 
To wall thee from the liberty of Flight; 
And no way canft thou turne thee for redrcfle, 
But death doth front thee with apparant fpoyle, 
And pale deftru£tion meets thee in the face : 
Ten thoufand French haue tane the Sacrament, 
To ryue their dangerous Artillene 
Vpon no Chriftian foule but Englifh T dbot: 
Loe, there thou ftandft a breathing valiant man 
Of an inuincible vnconquer'd fpirit : 
This is the lateft Glorieof thy praife, 
That I thy enemy dew thee withall : 
For ere the Glafle that now begins to runne, 
Finifh the proceffe of his iandy houre, 
Thefe eyes that fee thee now well coloured, 
Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 

Lrumafarreojf. 
Harkc, harke, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell, : 
Sings heauy Muficke to thy timorous foule, 
And mine fhall ring thy dire departure out. Exit 

Tal. He Fables not, I heare theenemie : 
Out fome light Horfemen, and pcrufe their Wings. 
O negligent and hecdleffe Difcipline, 
How are we park'd and b ounded in a pale ? 
A little Heard of Englands timorous Deere, 
Maz'd with a yelping kennel! of French Carres. 
If we be Englifh Deere, be then in blood, 
Not Rafcall-like to fall downe with a pinch, 
But rather moodic mad : And defperate Stagges, 

Turne 


